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THE ALDINE. 



A GRAVEN IMAGE. 
" Absence makes the heart grow fonder." 

The doctor had finished reading the chapter, and, 
folding his gown around him, sank back into his 
seat, casting at the choir a resigned glance, which 
seemed to say, " Now do your worst." The tenor 
had just begun to praise and acknowledge the Lord, 
in the style of Sir Leoline's mastiff, with " sixteen 
short howls ; " Mrs. Hassan braced herself in the 
corner of her pew to endure that long disconnected 
noise to which the choir was wont to wed the noble 
words of the "Te Deum," when her attention was di- 
verted from the weekly agony by an apparition which 
had at least the good effect of closing her ears to the 
howls, roars and shrieks, which the four musicians 
above thought proper to attribute to the prophets, 
apostles and martyrs. 

This apparition was a pretty woman in half-mourn- 
ing, coming up the aisle with Mrs. Vale and her 
daughters, who came in late, as was their custom. 

A chill, and then a glow of anger, ran over Mrs. 
Hassan, and her husband wondered what it was that 
brought such a sudden flash into his wife's eyes. I 
am afraid that Mrs. Hassan's mind, during the prayers 
and sermon of that morning, was not in a Christian 
frame. Every one in Menango was in the habit of 
exchanging greetings going out of church ; but, to- 
day Mrs. Hassan slipped away from her friends, ano 
went to her bible class in the Sunday-school room. 

The girls wondered why she spoke so emphatically 
about the duty and difficulty of forgiving those who, 
having injured us, never think of needing or asking 
forgiveness ; but girls, are creatures given to curiosity 
and conjecture, and I fear their minds were rather 
occupied with guessing at Mrs. Hassan's personal ex- 
perience than in making a practical application of 
the lesson. 

"What's the matter, Cassy?" said her husband, as 
they walked home together. 

Mrs. Hassan's hand trembled on her husband's 
arm, as she said in a low voice : " I've seen a ghost ! " 

" That is nothing. Ghosts, as you know, run in 
the family ; but they do no harm." 

" But it's not that sort, James. I'd rather have 
seen every spirit that ever walked in a churchyard, 
or even a wehr-wolf, than that woman who came into - 
church this morning with the Vales." 

" She was a pretty woman enough," said Mr. Has- 
san. " What is the matter with her ? " 

" She is Mrs. Armer. She is a widow now ; she 
was Anna Clayton." 

Mr. Hassan looked as if he were going to whistle. 
But, being in the street, he refrained, and only said : 

" The deuce she is ! " which was perhaps no im- 
provement on first intentions. 

" I suppose, of course, she knew Sydney was here," 
said Mrs. Hassan, bitterly. " She might be satisfied 
with the mischief she has done, and let him alone." 

" Do you think he cares for her yet ? " 

" He cares for her so much that he cannot care for 
anything else. She ruined his life. I can't under- 
stand it; I can't, I can't," said Mrs. Hassan, quite 
passionately. 

" As to that, can you understand what makes any 
one care for any one else ? What made you care for 
me ? " said Mr. Hassan, trying to comfort his wife. 

"You! you!" returned Mrs. Hassan, in a most 
unwonted state of excitement. " James ! As if there 
were any comparison ! She is cold hearted and coarse 
minded, and utterly selfish." 

" And Sydney, being the exact reverse of all this, 
devoted himself to her, and loved her with all his 
heart and soul ? " 

" He didn't love her. He loved the image in his 
mind which he someway managed to pin upon her 
personality ; and now I shouldn't wonder if he mar- 
ried her after all, and was utterly miserable ; and 
there is no war for him to' go away to now." 

Mr. Sydney Devine was Mrs. Hassan's only brother. 
When quite a young man he had thrown away upon 
.Miss Anna Clayton a love as sincere and intense as 
any man ever gave to a woman. Why he did it I 
cannot explain, for Anna was all that Mrs. Hassan 
had pronounced her to be ; and, at nineteen, was as 
worldly, as selfish, and as calculating as though she 
had not been blessed with a pretty figure, fine eyes, 
and a pink and white skin. 

Sydney, so to speak, put all his eggs into one bas- 
ket; but Miss Clayton, like a prudent young woman, 
preferred to have two strings to her bow. While 
she had been engaged to Sydney, she had been car- 



rying on a flirtation, by letter, with a gentleman old 
enough to be her father — a good man, who was no 
wiser in his love than if he had been one-and-twenty. 

Matters had gone so far between Miss Clayton and 
Sydney, that the expectant bridegroom had ordered 
his wedding suit. Miss Clayton went down to New 
York to make her last purchases, married Mr. Armer, 
and wrote the day before her wedding to break off 
her engagement with Mr. Devine. 

It is to be supposed that Mr. Armer never knew 
of Mr. Devine's existence ; and Anna did not at all 
mind the talk which she occasioned, but rather en- 
joyed her notoriety. 

A few weeks after the war broke out, and Sydney 
threw aside his law practice, and went into the rank 
and file. He went from one end of the struggle 
to the other. He won his epaulets, and rose to be 
colonel. He was conspicuous for recklessness in the 
field, and did his duty like a man. He was in sixteen 
pitched battles, and never received a scratch ; and 
fever and disease passed him by unharmed. 

" So many are taken who have everything to live 
for," he said once; "but nothing happens to me." 
It was almost the only allusion he ever made to the 
past. 

When peace came he went to Menango, where his 
sister had married, and resumed his profession, but 
in a very unambitious way, occupying himself chiefly 
with the business arising from his brother-in-law's 
large property. He had talents, and had once been 
devoted to his work ; but how he seemed to Care for 
nothing but to make for himself the modest income 
which sufficed for his wants. 

There was a pleasant little society in the university 
town of Menango, but Mr. Devine went nowhere but 
to his sister's house, and seldom there if there was 
other company. He busied himself with books in 
his leisure moments, and tried to forget himself and 
the ghost of the past in study ; but, after all, life was 
for him a very heavy and uninteresting business, and 
he would not have been sorry to lay down the burden 
once for all. At thirty-five, much to his sister's vex- 
ation, he spoke and thought of himself as one to 
whom all the chances, ambitions, and enjoyments of 
life were closed. 

If the idol to which he had sacrificed himself had 
possessed even a head of gold, Mrs. Hassan could 
have borne it with more resignation ; but when she 
knew that the costly sacrifice had been laid oh the 
shrine of a wooden image, no better than that fish- 
bodied doll which the Ephesians adored as the virgin 
huntress, Mrs. Hassan's patience was sorely tried. 

And now the woman had come here to throw her- 
self in Sydney's way, and his sister could foresee 
nothing but trouble. 

" If he once marries her," she said to herself, " he 
will find out what a fool she is, and having and 
hating is far worse than losing and loving." 

The next evening there happened to be a little 
party at President Lyon's. Mrs. Hassan and her 
mother-in-law had meant to go ; but, afe the last 
minute, arrived an old friend of Mrs. Hassan's the 
elder, and that lady preferred staying to talk over 
old times. Mr. Hassan had gone out of town on 
business ; Cassy did not like to go alone ; and, rather 
to her surprise, her brother, who was in the house, 
offered to accompany her. 

Not till she was coming down stairs, to get into the 
carriage, did it occur to her that Mrs. Armer would 
probably be at Mr. Lyon's. 

"But she would contrive to meet him somewhere," 
thought this uncharitable woman, " and it may bet- 
ter be there than, accidentally on purpose, by the 
river, or in the woods." 

As Mrs. Hassan came down the stairs of Dr. Lyon's 
house, she heard from the parlor a certain hard me- 
tallic laugh with which she was familiar, and she saw 
her brother look about him with a startled glance, as 
if some old association had been unpleasantly jarred. 

The brother and sister paid their compliments to 
Mrs. Lyon and the president, and then Mrs. Hassan 
looked about her. Sydney, who felt lonely and out 
of place, attached himself to Professor Beaucour, 
and made conversation about the college library, 
to the extreme disgust of Miss Maude Clay, who had 
been making herself agreeable by asking a series of 
disconnected questions varying from astronomy and 
chemistry to the professor's own paper on the " Cat- 
acombs," in the last North American. 

The professor was a shy man, and, like most 
authors, he could not bear to talk of his writings. 
Perhaps he felt grateful to Mr. Devine, for he entered 
with ardor into the subject of English classic liter- 



ature. In the mean time, Mr. Devine was conscious 
of a curious feeling — not hope, not expectancy, not 
terror — an influence in the air, for which he could 
not account, only as it connected itself with a rather 
loud treble voice, and a frequent sound, half-laugh, 
half-giggle, that came from amid a group of students. 
The voice, the laugh, were oddly familiar. They were 
like, yet unlike, sounds which had rung in his mem- 
ory for many a day. 

Mrs. Hassan, listening to the conversation of that 
very elegant young gentleman, Master Dick Monroe, 
was at no loss to recognize the voice, for the memory 
of aversion in this case was truer than that of love. 
She sat where she could see Mrs. Armer's figure in 
the centre of a group of young men. Mr; Armer had 
not been dead more than eighteen months, but Mrs. 
Armer had chosen, since Sunday, to leave off her 
mourning, or only to retain such as might be discern- 
ible rather by faith than by sight. 

She wore a pale lavender silk, made very low and 
trimmed in every conceivable place. She had violets 
and white roses in her hair, and a black velvet rib- 
bon with a pearl cross on her white neck, and pearl 
and jet bracelets on her arms. She had not grown 
old, and at twenty-nine looked hardly less fresh than 
at nineteen. Her color had not faded, and she had 
the same way of rocking to and fro, twisting her 
neck and rolling her eyes in a manner which some 
people called graceful, and which had of old dis- 
gusted Cassy Devine and charmed her brother. 

Would it charm him- again ? Mrs. Hassan glanced 
at him across the room, and saw that he had seen his 
old love, and was watching her, quite oblivious to 
the professor's remarks about a fine historical col- 
lection which he desired to see added to the library. 
The look on Mr. Devine's face was not of admiration, 
or grief, or any very intense emotion, except that of 
shocked surprise and wonder. 

Presently, as Professor Beaucour turned to speak 
to some one else, Mr. Devine made his way to the 
group of which Mrs. Armer was the centre, and 
reached it just in time to hear these words : 

" Oh, people in America make such frights of them- 
selves, wearing mourning forever, and going about 
like so many walking palls. And if you put on black 
you can't go to parties. Why, wheo Cad Martin's 
brother died, and she was perfectly devoted to him, 
she wouldn't put on black at all, because then, she 
said, she couldn't go into society, and her mind was 
so distracted she needed diversion more thanever. 
I told Mr. Armer that he needn't expect I was going 
to make a guy of myself for him forever, if he died." 
And here came the inevitable laugh, echoed by many 
of the surrounding gentlemen. I think most men 
have a certain pleasure in hearing a woman talk like 
a fool, as it justifies their preconceived theories. 

" Can this be the woman I have had in mind all 
these years ? " thought Mr. Devine, bewildered, and 
yet with a dim sense of relief, as if some heavy cloud 
were gradually dispersing from before his eyes. 

He stood and watched her every motion ; fasci- 
nated, but with a fascination how different from his 
old passion. There was the same turn of the head ; 
the same uplifting of the eyes he had been wont to 
think so graceful and sweet ; the same sidelong mo- 
tions of the body, which he had once compared to 
the movement of a lily on its stem. Why did all these 
airs and graces now strike h'im as so disagreeable ; 
and the manner, which had once been charming 
artlessness, seem self-conscious affectation ? Had he 
been a blind fool, or had she been different; and 
from what creature had been modeled that fair, sweet 
image that had so long been enshrined in his heart ? 

" Oh, I don't feel as if I could sustain life in such a 
place as this," continued Mrs. Armer. " How do you 
manage when you are at home ? " she asked, throw- 
ing back her head, and favoring Major Monroe, 
U. S. A., with a roll of her eyes not unlike that 
popularly ascribed to a duck in a thunder-storm. 

" I have sustained myself with a prophetic hope of 
your arrival," said the major, with a bow, and then 
he slipped out of the circle, and left a place vacant 
for Mr. Devine. Mrs. Armer's eyes fell upon-Sydney, 
and her color deepened and her eyes brightened. 

"Oh, Mr. Devine ! oh, Sydney!" she said, putting 
out a very pretty hand as she rose, dropping fan, 
flowers, and handkerchief for the students to pick 
up. " Is this really you ? " 

"I believe it is," said Mr. Devine, smiling, with 
perfect outward composure, though his whole self 
was in a sort of whirl, with a rushing wreck of old 
associations and memories going down into chaos ; 
and, amidst them all, reason, awake after a sleep of 
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years, seemed to stand wondering at the destruction 
of her prison-house — confused, and yet with a sense 
of relief and rising life that was delightful. 

" It is such a lovely evening, I should so like to go 
out on the piazza," said Mrs. Arnier, with a rustle 
and sway of all her silken draperies. 

She hung on his arm ; she looked up appealingly 
into his face as she crossed the room ; she '.' minced " 
as she went, in the manner that of old moved the ire 
of the prophet. 

Dr. Lyon looked after her as if he wondered what 
' sort of beast this might be that had corhe into his 
ark. Menango, as represented then and there,. drew 
itself together a little, exchanged glances, and was 
inclined to think Mrs. Armer " not nice." Mrs. Vale, 
a stately, old-fashioned lady, inwardly resolved that 
her cousin's visit to herself and her daughters should 
be short. 

Mrs. Armer had the effrontery to stop and speak 
to Mrs. Hassan, and expressed a desire that they 
should meet where they could talk over '* old times." 
Mrs. Hassan was intensely polite, but very cool, and 
she did not even look at her brother. 

Mr. Devine and Mrs. Armer did not stay more than 
ten minutes on the piazza, and during that time she 
did all the talking, dwelling mostly on the subject of 
her "poor, dear husband," and intimating, firstly, 
that he had never understood her nature, and, sec- 
ondly, that he had left her " very well off," but to 
neither intimation did Mr. Devine respond with sym- 
pathy or interest. In his sudden revulsion of feel- 
ing, he' hardly knew whether to be most disgusted 
,with himself or with his companion. The worshipers 
who came to the temple in the morning and found 
that only the fishy part of Dagon was left to him, 
could hardly have been more startled than Sydney 
Devine in the presence of his once adorable Anna. 
He took her in to supper, attended her with polite 
care, and shortly after found out his sister, and asked 
her if she were ready to go home/ 

Mrs. Hassan was more than ready. Her whole soul 
was stirred within her, and she longed to utter her 
whole opinion of the fair widow, but refrained, fear- 
ing to do more harm than good. 

Neither brother nor sister spoke till they were half 
way home, and then Mr. Devine roused himself from 
his silence, and said : 

" By Jove ! " 

It did not seem as if this appeal to a heathen deity 
was dictated either by devotion or by renewed pas- 
sion, and Mrs. Hassan ventured to ask him what he 
wanted of Jupiter. 

" Look here, Cassy," said Sydney/with sudden ear- 
nestness. " Do tell me ; was she always like this ? " 

Mrs. Hassan drew a subdued long breath of intense 
relief, and answered, with studied quietness : 

" I do not see much change in her. She is as pretty 
as ever, and her manner, is much the same as when I 
used to see her." 

" Cassy," said Mr. Devine, after another silence, " I 
have been a tremendous fool." 

" Indeed," said Mrs Hassan. " We are all that, more 
or less, I suppose. Doesn't Mrs. Armer strike you as 
unchanged ? " 

" As the same ; and yet there is the wonder, Cassy ; 
if you .saw her as I do now, why didn't you tell me ? " 

" I tried to, Sydney ; but you said I was jealous of 
her beauty," said Mrs. Hassan, betraying a little 
thorn that had pricked her at intervals for years. 

" Well, well, I can not see what I was thinking of." 
And then came another sigh, as of mingled relief and 
regret, and then he discovered that his sister was 
crying a little. 

" Why, Cassy, what is that for? " he said, gently. 

" I am so glad. I was so afraid you would fancy 
her again." 

"Cassy," said Mr. Devine, speaking with great de- 
liberation, as the carriage drove up to the door, " I 
shouldn't fancy her if there wasn't another woman in 
the world." 

Mr. Hassan had come home on the late train, and 
his mother had a little supper ready for him, and in- 
stead of going back .to his solitary den behind his 
office, Sydney stayed to partake of the little repast, 
for neither he nor his sister had taken supper at the 
president's. 

A cloud seemed, in some mysterious manner, to 
have lifted from the face of creation, and to have 
dispersed itself in empty air. 

How pretty his sister looked in her blue silk. 
. Cassy was an uncommonly elegant woman ; he won- 
dered he had never noticed it before. What an ex- 
cellent fellow was his brother-in-law ;. what a charm- 



ing old lady^as Mrs. Hassan the elder. What a de- 
lightful, well-ordered, home-like place was the house ! 
Where had his wits been that hitherto all these things 
had never seemed to claim from him more than a 
listless, half-weary interest? He had not talked so 
much before in years, and he made a good supper, 
and then fed bits off his fork to the cat, which she, 
much condescending, took daintily. 

He felt like a man who has dreamed of wandering 
long, heavily burdened, through waste places, and 
who wakes to find himself safe in the familiar room, 
with the visionary load left behind in the land of 
visions. 

■ Before he went away, he had promised to think 
about an oft-repeated proposal to make his home 
with his brother-in-law. He thought to such good 
purpose, that before the week had come to an end he 
was established under his sister's roof, to that lady's 
great contentment. 

He saw Mrs. Armer two or three times before she 
ended her visit ; indeed, she came to him to consult 
him about a lawsuit in which she was engaged with 
her husband's relatives, but Mr. Devine informed her 
that the matter was out of his line of practice. Once 
and again he encountered his old love, but with no 
more dangerous emotions than ever-increasing dis- 
gust. The once sweet, unconventional artlessness 
was vulgarity ; the grace, affectation ; the silvery 
laugh, sounding brass. 

With delight, he felt himself a free man, and he 
threw himself into his profession with renewed ardor, 
and each new day seemed a revelation of life. 

Mrs. Armer did not prolong her visit, and in a few 
days flitted, away, to the undisguised relief of Mrs. 
Vale. 

As for Mr. Devine's long-cherished love, the angel 
of resurrection might have called for it in vain. The 
graven image, after reigning for years in a temple 
meant for a holier worship, crumbled into dust at the 
first sunbeam of reality that shone into the shrine. 

— Clara F. Guernsey. 



ACROSS THE A T LAN TIC IN AN OLD LINER. 

Quick transit is not always accompanied by agree- 
able incidents. As the English mail-coachman said, 
comparing old things with new — " If this here coach 
of mine upsets and spills you out, why, there you are. 
But if that 'ere train yonder runs off the track and 
busts her biler, where are you ? " So with voyaging 
across the sea a generation since and at present. 
Science has reduced the matter to one of days instead 
of weeks, but this hardly compensates for the crash 
and smash, and hurry and flurry, that attend the com- 
ing and going of a great steamship. There is some- 
thing dreadfully monotonous in the transit of a great 
steamship. Her punctuality palls upon the sense. 
From the moment of their setting foot on deck her 
officers become dummies. It is understood among 
them that no question whatever, put in any form, 
whether in prose or verse, by anybody not directly 
connected with the great, black, hulking tea-kettle, 
is to be answered. If you casually point your finger 
at the engine-room, you have a swell engineer, with 
gold-lace upon his cap, scowling at you with fiendish 
intentness. Then there is no companionship on 
board a great steamship. People have not time tQ 
get acquainted ; and even if they had, the crowd is so 
great that one might as well try to form friendships 
in it as in the throng emerging from some mighty 
cathedral. 

Ah ! it was a pleasant time on the Atlantic in the 
days of the blessed old American "liners," which 
used to be the connecting link that drew the old and 
new worlds together between Liverpool and New 
York. The cry goes up here, day after day, that 
American ships are as extinct as the mastodon, leav- 
ing, like that monster, nothing but a few ribs to show 
that they once existed. This may be exaggeration, 
but it is certain that America is but poorly repre- 
sented on the Atlantic passage. Her liners had su- 
premacy on that passage, once. It was as much 
pleasanter to cross the Atlantic in one of these than 
in a steamship, as it is to travel through a charming 
country in a well-appointed stage-coach than in a 
hooting, blazing, bumptious railway train. 

Let us take passage in one of these old liners at 
Liverpool for New York. 

The flush deck, running clean fore and aft, looks 
much more roomy than that of a first-class steam- 
ship, because it is unhampered by the accessories of 
machinery, such as smoke-stack, walking-beams, and 
the other night-mare harness with which steam is 



yoked. The ship has been towed out into the stream, 
and sailors are aloft in the rigging, making all ready 
to get her under way. There is a conspicuous ab- 
sence of stokers, cinders, and oily smells. The ship's 
officers are alert upon deck, but have time to spare a 
word for passengers, and even to exchange hearty 
jokes with them when a chance offers. They have 
nothing about them to denote their rank — no gold- 
lace bands upon cap or coat, no particular pattern of 
button such as the steamship men wear. The portly 
captain, standing aft there, is dressed in a fashion- 
able black frock-coat, with buff waistcoat, and has 
on his head a tall silk hat so shiny that one might 
see to shave in it. He accepts a cigar from a pas- 
senger, but does not light it yet, it being against 
rules to smoke abaft of the binnacle — a rule which 
the passengers become aware of at once, and are 
careful not to infringe. The second and third offi- 
cers are young men of the' regular sea-faring type, in 
rough pea-jackets, glazed hats, and heavy boots. 
They are very communicative and jolly, and, as we get 
clear out to sea, they go a good deal among the 'pas- 
sengers, vieing with each other in every way to make, 
■them feel themselves " at home." Compared to the 
passenger list of one of the great Atlantic steam- 
ships, that of our liner is but a small document. Men, 
women, and children, there are not more than forty 
cabin passengers on board, and the steerage has, per- 
haps, less than that number. So that there is elbow- 
room for all, and the affair looks like a pleasure cruise 
in a big yacht. The company is an assorted one, com- 
prising samples from various walks in life. There 
may be an actor or two in the party, bound to fulfill 
an engagement at the old Park Theatre, New York. 
Sometimes there is a queen's messenger on board, 
on his way to Canada or Washington with govern- 
ment despatches. He is generally a very pleasant 
fellow, having seen much of life in all its phases, and 
knowing how to take the world as he finds it. There 
are two or three young married couples on board, 
who go honeymooning about the ship, seeking for 
secluded corners where they can be spooney without 
attracting observation. A few solid American mer- 
chants are usually among the passengers, and their 
theme is of dollars as they blow out pungent wreaths 
of smoke from their strong cigars. The force of the 
party is generally completed by one or two family 
groups, sometimes ruled over by babies, to whom 
all the other passengers, the captain, mates, and 
crew, are abjectly subservient. 

In the cabin all is neat and ship-shape, without any 
gingerbread trimmings or unnecessary show. The 
panelings are of bird's-eye maple and black walnut, 
as is right and proper for an American ship. There 
are slings overhead for the table accessories, such as 
casters, etc., in case of rough weather. The steward 
and waiters are all of the colored race, and the cook 
— usually an African of the most marked type — is 
invariably known as "the Doctor." He shows very 
extensively on Sundays, when he dons a black satin 
apron as the emblem of his calling, which gives the 
funny man of the party occasion to introduce him as 
the " Bishop of Timbuctoo." For the first- two or 
three days out justice is not done to the excellent 
fare supplied by our sable friend. The mal de mer is 
on most of the passengers who have not been at sea 
before, and they are in the majority. This disagree- 
able accompaniment of ship life once conquered, ap- 
petites become absolutely rampant. There is a tre- 
mendous demand for beef-steaks and bottled porter, 
at which even -the babies look with wolfish eyes. 
Breakfast at seven, luncheon at twelve, dinner at five : 
these are the appointed hours, but passengers can 
suit themselves in that matter, and take their meals 
when and where it pleases them. Madeira and port 
are the every-day wines on the table, which is excel- 
lently served. On two days of the week — Sunday 
and Thursday — champagne is produced. Toasts 
and songs are the order of things when dinner has 
been disposed of. The rule on the home run from 
England is to drink the Queen's health for half the 
passage out, the President's for the rest of the voy- 
age. If there is an actor in the party he is sure to 
sing a good song, and he sometimes enlivens the .' 
monotony of a ship's table with recitations. Every- 
body, whether he can sing or not, lifts up such voice 
as he has to contribute to the harmony of the occa- 
sion. The bluff captain with the large yellow waist- . , 
coat is not to be outdone in the matter of song, but 
he does not trust to his memory for his vocal efforts. 
Producing from his pocket a late edition of "The 
Little Warbler," he chants from it song after song in 
a stentorian, briny voice, and to tunes for which the 



